l8                            NOMAD

I had once seen in the bfed next door. And blood, thick
like vomit, was spurting from the stump which had once
been his thigh. Now the tank trembled as the shells
crashed against it and shook me from side to side. The
tank trembled and shook. And I awoke. The night
Sister was bending over me.

" It's all right/' she was saying quietly. " You're
safe in hospital. It's all right.''

To my shame I found I was crying.

"Drink this. That's better, isn't it? Is the head
aching badly ?"

I nodded.   I could not speak yet.

"You ought to try to rest more during the day.
You've still got two bits of shrapnel in your head. Did
they tell you that ? They're quite safe where they are,
but you'll take some time to get right again. There's
no chante of your being allowed back in the desert, do
you understand that? So far as I can see you haven't
much chance of fighting again in this war. You've had
your share of it."

" Have I woken up the others, Sister? "

"Of course not."

I peered round at the bed next to me.

" Where has he gone, Sister ? Where has he gone ? "
. " Shush. You'll wake up the rest."

" Please tell me what's happened to him."

"He got worse in the night. The doctor came, but
there was nothing he could do. Now you really must
try to sleep. Drink it all down. That's better, isn't

it?'1